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Caryn Delacroix, a genetically enhanced trophy wife, finds 
herself alone inside an Alien Queen's nest with only her memories 
of another life to guide her through the danger. She reunites with 
Qisande Salazar, Tbmas Shirow, Maria DeMedici, and Genna, the 
remnants of space station Samara's security force and the | 
mercenaries who have been sent to retrieve Caryn. The humans 
band together to battle the menace ofltecSeks, Alien-killer robots 
set loose in the station by unknown forces, while keeping a wary eye 
out for the Queen on their way to the Predator's ship, their only way 
off the station. The Queen already has Genna's partner and the f 
Predator called Big Mama held prisoner, and captures Maria as well. 
To save their lives, Caryn accepts the aging Queen's last embryo, 
allowing herself to be "facehugged." 
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I THOUGHT 
IT WOULD 
HURT. 


I SUPPOSE THAT 
COMES LATER. 


WHEN THE EMBRYO 
HATCHES AND TEARS 
ITS WAY OUT OF 
THE HOST. 














IT'S AN A WFUL FATE, 
BUT I DON'T SEEM I 
TO MIND. A 


I WONDER THEN 
IF THE MOTHER 
QUEEN IS DOING 
SOMETHING TO 
MY HEAP, TO 
TAKE AWAY MY 
FEAR. 


OR PERHAPS IT'S THE 
RESIN SHE COATS ME 
IN, ACTING AS A 
SORT OF DRUG. 


FOR AS LONG AS I CAN 
REMEMBER, ALIENS HAVE] 
BEEN THE UL TIM ATE 
NIGHTMARE. 


NOTHING 
IS WORSE 
THAN BEING 
CAPTURED 
BY THEM. 


NO GOAL IS MORE 
DESIRED THAN 
THEIR UTTER AND 
COMPLETE 
ANNIHILATION. 


AND YET. 


... GAZING 
AT HER WI TH 
MORE SENSES 
THAN 1 HAVE 
NAME FOR .. 


... THE EMOTION 
I FEEL ISN'T HATE. 


























BIG MAMA 
HAS A 
DIFFERENT i 
OPINION, j 


PREDA TORS ANO ALIENS, THEY'RE 
LIKE THE MONGOOSE ».. vvvv 
TO THE COBRA. 


OF MY OWN FREE WILL 
1 TOOK THE EMBRYO 
THE MOTHER QUEEN 
HAD MEANT FOR HER. 


INSTINCTIVE ENEMIES, 
FROM TIME'S BEGINNING 
TO ITS END. 


IT WAS THE ONLY 
WAY I COULD THINK 
OF TO SAVE HER 
LIFE. AND THOSE OF 
THE TWO HUMAN 
CAPTIVES> 


MARIA PeMEDICI 
AND SOME TROOPER , 
PART OF THE STATION 
DEFENSE CADRE. 


ONLY GOOD 
FOE'S A DEAD 
ONE. 


THE SAME 
TIME... 


...J BARE 
MY OWN 
TEETH... 


...AND 
HUNGER FOR 
THE TASTE OF 
BONE AND 
BLOOD 











P5nS| 

K- f A y.VfcM 

J/£j 1 * 

Wrnmn' 


/MY fl£4SOMN<3, 

/VO 7“ rHF ©UF£W"5. 



j, 

..J 

I M/ANr TO 
STOP THIS. 
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BEEN A WHILE 
SINCE THE LAST 
. ATTACK. . 


THINK WE 
KILLED'EM 
, ALL? 


HATE T'TELL YOU, 
M SCARLET, I KILLED 

S ** -—A^more than six 

r MYINVEN- MYSELF. . 

TORY WAS ONE 

PALLET SH/ROW M -’I .. 

\ SIX UNITS 


r YOU 
©ROUGHT 
'EM, 

SALAZAR. 
YOU TELL 
l US. 


SOMEBODY 
USD TO ME, 
THEN. 


NOW THERE'S A 
REVELATION. 


r THE STATION'S LOSING 
AIR, THE DECOMPRESSION'S 
GRADUAL BUT CONSTANT. I 
FIGURE A COUPLE'A HOURS, 
MAX, BEFORE WE'RE 
Cretan BREATHING 
VACUUM. 


HERE'S 
A WORSE 
ONE. 


WE GOT 
A GOAL , 
PEOPLE. 
SURVIVAL 
LET'S TRY 
TO ACHIEVE 
IT. i 


GENNA 

CHECK OUR 
WEAPONS. 


Af TEU WHAT 
WE SAW LAST 
TIME WE CALLED? 
SHIROW. YOU 
i GOTTA BE 
\ XtODtNGf j 


r IF WE DON'T 
FREEZE FIRST. IT'S 
COLD ENOUGH 
NOW TO SEE 
l OUR BREATH. 


)T GlSANDE — SEE IF WE CAN 
ESTABLISH A LINK WITH STATION 
CEN—COM. MAYBE GET SOME HELP 


r ALL THE ~ 
CAMERAS 
MUST BE 
COVERED OR 
V DISABLED. , 


I CANNIBALIZED 
EVERYTHING. FOR 
WHAT IT'S WORTH 


I HAVE 
VISUAL! 


ANY T 
ACCESS * 
WITHIN THE 
. NEST? . 


Y BUT IVE > 
MANAGED A 
DIRECT FEED INTO 
THE STATION'S 
SECURITY j 
L NETWORK. / 


KT TWO FULL MAGA- 
f Z1NFS FOR THE PULSE 
RIFLES PLUS A HALF- 
DOZEN GRENADES. PLUS 
A MAG AND CHANGE 
l FOR THE PISTOL. 


ROAM THE 
STATION. LET'S 60 
FOR AS COMPREHEN¬ 
SIVE A STATUS SWEEP 
AS POSSIBLE. 


[»gB 





















"CERAMIC ARMOR, 
ESPECIALLY RESIS¬ 
TANT TO THE ALIENS 1 
ACID BLOOD. 


"THEY SEEMED 
LIKE SUCH A 
BRILLIANT IDEA 
AT THE TIME. 


"DESIGNED TO 
FUNCTION IN ANY 
ENVIRONMENT, NO 
MATTER HOW 
HOSTILE 


" THEYVE PROGRAMMED 
TO KILL, PURE AND SIMPLE, 
UNTIL THEY RUN OUT OF 
VIABLE TARGETS / 


I WARNED 
YOU WHAT 
WOULD 
HAPPEN, 
TROOPER... . 


THE CONCEPT 
WAS TO TURN 
THEM LOOSE 
INSIDE AN 
ALIEN NEST, 
TO SCOUR IT 
CLEAN. _ 


r THOSE ^ 
"TARGETS 11 ARE 
MY NEIGHBORS, 
THOSE ARE MY 
L FRIENDS/ 


[" you HEARTLESS \ 

Mffl ; 1 

r? CORPORATE / 


n bitch/ _r 

11 / . 


x f? 


^ ■# i jsa 


1 YOU LAID V fj I 

\) A 

HANDS } 1/ \ 

A 1 

■ ON ME / / / 

























TYPICAL 
JAR-HEAD 
MENTALITY.. 


stop tr, 

THE BOTH 

OF YOU! 


r ...YOU HAVE 
TO LEARN 
EVERYTHIN© THE 
k HARD WAY. 


r DAMNATION, 
SALAZAR' FROM 
YOU, ESPECIALLY 
I EXPECTED 8ET- 
„ TER THAN THIS! 


WE'RE IN THIS 
TOGETHER. 
LADIES. * 


OUR ONLY 
HOPE IS TO 
FUNCTION 
ASA TEAM 


I MARK VIABLE 
LIFESIGNS CLOSE 
ABOARD - 

*• SAME 

PATTERNS \ A 
WE SPOTTED YJy 
BEFORE, IN W 
THE SAME f 
LOCATION, J . 


LATER, SLAG. THAT'S A PROMISE 


I'LL BE SURE TO 
HOLD YOU TO IT 
V TROOPER- , 


f IF IT'S Y 
OUR PEOPLE, 
SHIROW, 
CHANCES ARE 
THE ALIEN'S 
i WITH THEM. . 


f LIFESIGNS ON > 
[ THE SECNET ARE 
/ FEW AND FAR BE¬ 
TWEEN. THERE ISN'T 
\ EVEN A GHOST 
\ OF ORGANIZED 
\ RESISTANCE, / 

S IT WON'T BE *S 
LONG BEFORE THEY 
k COME AFTER US. . 


r THEY'RE \ 
ALIVE, 
GISANDE, 
THAT'S WHAT 
MATTERS. 


SO LONG 
AS THAT'S 
TRUE, I'M 
NOT 

ABOUT TO 
WALK 
AWAY. , 



W TO FULFILL A M ■ 


^-x 

\ A\ \ 


I PRIVATE AGENDA, 1 


Kr ASSUMING A 

} C\ \ 


K SAVE IT FOR m 

A. AwnTNFo iKSs'"-. 

lb# / fjM 

Fn WE LIVE SO } y 
V LONG J / 
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EVENTS 
HAPPEN SO 
FAST, J CAN 
BARELY KEEP 
TRACK. 


AS THE MOTHER 
QUEEN ATTACKS 
BIG MAMA... 


THE MOTHER 
QUEEN 
RESPONDS 
ACCORDINGLY. 


IT'S THE 

PREEMINENT 

THREAT. 


... ONE OF 
&SANDE 
SALAZARS 
TECSEKS 
CATCHES UP 
WITH US. 


WITH A POWER 
AND FEROCITY THAT 
BEGGAR DESCRIPTION. 


BUT THERE'S 
"NO PASSION 


IT PERFORMS 
TO THE 
LIMITS OF ITS 
ABILITIES. 


IN EVERY 
RESPECT THE 
MACHINE IS 
THE EQUAL 
of THE rrrr* 
ALIEN. l\AM 


THE MOTHER QUEEN, 
SHE FIGHTS FOR A 
GENERATION YET 
UNBORN. , -juw 


AND IN 
SOMEITS 
SUPERIOR, 


NOT FOR 
HERSELF, 
BUT FOR HER 
FUTURE. 


HIDEOUSLY WOUNDED 
THOUGH SHE IS , THERE 
ISN'T A THOUGHT OF 
SURRENDER. 


IN A SENSE, IN THESE 
CIRCUMSTANCES , 
SHE HAS NO 
LIMITS. £-"12 


I SUPPOSE WE SHOULD 
ALL BE GRATEFUL 












































SHE DOESN'T 
REST ON HER 
LAURELS. 


I HADN' T GIVEN 
THIS ANY CONSCIOUS 
THOUGHT. I SAW 
THE OPPORTUNITY 
AND TOOK IT. 

ONE FLEX OF MY 
SHOULDERS AND 
THE COCOON 
SHATTERS. 


SUITS ME 
FINE 


SHE MEANS 
TO FACE 
THEM ON 
THEIR TURF, 
AS FAR 
FROM HERE 
AS SHE CAN 
MANAGE. 


SHE KNOWS 
THERE ARE 
MORE WHERE 
THIS CAME 
FROM. 


ANOTHER 
INFURIATING 
PIECE OF 
THIS EVER- 
EXPANDING 
PUZZLE... 


MY THOUGHT WAS 
TO MAKE SURE MARIA 
WAS ALL RIGHT. 


MY DISCOVERY I 

IS THAT 1 WASN'T I 

THE ONLY ONE 
SHAMMING. 


DeMEDfCl?/ 
WHAT ARE 
TOU 

DOING?// 


I'M NOT 
TOUR 
ENEMY, 
MAR[A. 



... 70 GO WITH 
KNOWLEDGE 

AND SKILLS-AND 


WORST OF AU, 

MEMORIES- A 

TROPHY SHOULDN'T 

y 

HAVE. 

j 








































WE'VE 

FOUND 

THEM' 


y 

W** Jr mot's. 

1 NOT THAT Y FOR TOO \ 
ALIEN UGLY. DAMN MUCH 
. MAJOR. 1 LONGER! 


DON’T 

SNOOT, 

DAMMIT' 


LEAVE 
HER ALONE 
DAMN 
YOU.' WE 1 
NEED HERj 

HELPS 4 


MY &DV--CAPYN-- 

what s happened?! 


DO THAT, 
AND YOU LOSE 
MAYBE OUR 
ONLY CHANCE 
OUT OF 
V HERE, 


BE REAL, SHJROW. 
YOU'RE A STRIKE- 
FORCE RANGER. 
YOU KNOW BETTER 
THAN MOST. . 


YOU'RE 
"BUG-BfT, " 
AREN'T YOU, 
TROPHY? 


BEST 1 
FOR US 
ALL TO 
WAX HER 
ANDTHE 
UGLY 
BOTH .A 


THAT 
HAS MY 
VOTE. 



























TO SURVIVE 
TO ESCAPE, 
WE NEED 
EVERY 
RESOURCE. 


THAT'S RIGHT. I CARRY THE MOTHER 
QUEEN'S LAST EMBRYO. ^ 


LISTEN TO 
mi PLEASE* 
YOU KNOW 
t I'M RIGHT? j 


IF TECSEKS DON'T 
GET US, THE 
VACUUM WILL. J 

PURE ANd'T'thERE'S ONE^ 
SIMPLE. J WAY OUT LEFT 
TO US. YOUR 

\ SHIP. A 


WE STAY, 
8fG MAMA 
WE DIE. A 


WE NEED 
YOU TO BRING 
THE SHIP 
HERE ‘ 


BUT YOU 
NEEDL/SAS i 
WELLYOU CAN'T 
REACH THE SHIP 
ALONE, NOT AGAINST 
TECSEKS AND 
l THE MOTHER 1 
L QUEEN. A 


ALWAYS ^ 
I'M THE SAME , , 
SORRY. QUESTION, ALWAYS 

A*, the same ^ 


NEED...YOU. 
PURE AND 
L SIMPLE 

--AfSH.7^ 

FARNALL? t 


ANSWER 


I DON'T 
KNOW, 


DAMN... YOU, 
TROPHY/ a 


1 | K JnjA' ’ 

* T~ / [Jr 1 

Mbn\ ’■. z" 


jtT| 







/that may\ 

f BE THE ONLY \ 

' T Pj if 

v *V 

V THING THAT'LL ) 

V'V 


f PROTECT US f 

, u v 

im 

WHEN SHE / 

1 • 


\ COMES BACK 


i 

W 

% 
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THE 

SHIP'S 

CLEAR. 


* WHERE 
DO YOU 
WANT IT TO 
MEET US? 


r WE'RE TOO 1 
DEEP INSIDE THE 
NEST FOR THE SHIP 
TO PUNCH ITS WAY 
THROUGH TO US. 

L IT'S TOO GREAT 
k A RISK. A 


r WE'LL HAVE 1 
TO MAKE OUR 
WAY TO THE 
STATION'S OUTER 
HULL FOR THE 
L "DUST-OFF. M . 


ACTUALLY, SERGEANT, IN 
THIS INSTANCE 1 BELIEVE 
WE CAN COUNT ON THE 
s. QUEEN AS AN ALLY, 


OUTSTANDING 

COLONEL! 


r LOOK AROUND, ~ 
PEOPLE. THERE'S JUST 
THE ONE EGG, AND SHE 
WAS BEING PRETTY 
DAMN PARTICULAR 
ABOUT WHO WAS TO 
^ BE ITS HOST, 

WHAT, ^ 

YOU FIGURE WE 
PROTECT CARYN, 

THE QUEEN 
PROTECTS US?, 


f FIGHT OUR Y 
WAY THROUGH 
THOSE DAMN' 
ROBOBUGS AND A 
MOTHER QUEEN? 

SOME BLOODY 
, HOPE7 J 


THAT'S SLICING 
'OCCAM'S RAZOR 
PRETTY DAMN 
THIN, MARIA. 


BUT I WAS 1 
BETRAYED. 
SOMEONE'S 
GOING TO PAY 
FOR THAT, a 


r ...WE 
WON'T BE 
MOVING AT 
ALL. 


r 1 SAY WE 
FOLLOW 
COLONEL 
i De MEDICI'S 
L LEAD. , 


AND 

FAST/ 


r BECAUSE, IN " 
CASE NOBODY'S 
NOTICED, THE AIR’S 
STARTING TO GET 
ANNOYINGLY THIN, 
WE DON'T MOVE 
LIKE WE'VE GOT A 
k PURPOSE... . 


C W FOR MYSELF, ^ 

IfS I'D AS SOON ■ 





I^ST BLOW THE PRISSY Ksfl 

little trophy j9g 
B/a to bits. 


l Kr * * 

-* 1 

** ** v 












ONE THING ABOUT 
AN ALIEN — 


INCOMING 


--YOU CAN 
ALWAYS TELL 
WHERE IT'S 
BEEN. a 






HE'S A STRIKE- 
FORCE RANGER, 
„ SALAZAR. 


BACK TO 
THE DRAWING 
BOARD, HUH, 
MS. SALAZAR? 


HE CAN TAKE 
CARE OF HIMSELF! 


- TT YOUR TIN 

If TOYBOYS 
■ I MAY'VE 
Jjf\ WORKED FINE 
VA IN SIMULA - 

W \ V new... 

03UT THEY 
DON'T LOOK Y, 
LIKE THEY'RE ■ 
DOIN'SO HOT Hi 
AGAINST THE /IJ 
REAL THING, ill 


YOU 
DO THE 
SAME/ 


BE 

THANKFUL 
FOR SMALL 
FAVORS, 
TROOPER. 


AFTER 

THAT.,. 


EACH 1 
ONE THE 
BUG BITCH 

“KILLS... . 


..THERE mS 
NO MORE 
TIME FOR 

talking. 


...IS ONE 
LESS TO 
THREATEN 
US. 























SHmow/ 

^DAMN^ 

YOU, 

WOMAN! . 


f WHAT'RE 
YOU DOING 
OUT HERE?! 
THERE'S NO 
V COVER/ . 


WATCH 
YOUR HEADS, 
YOU TWO!, 


WE DO BETTER 
WITH YOU AUVE/ 


SAME 
APPLIES TO 
YOU. PAL! 


r l THINK 
THE POINT 
JUST 
BECAME 
, MOOT, j 














GET HIM 
CLEAR, 
CARYN, 
WHILE 
YOU GOT 
THE 

CHANCE/ 


I THINK.,. THE 
POINT... JUST BE¬ 
CAME MOOT. J 


r YOUR 1 
PISTOLS 
AREN'T 
POWERFUL 
ENOUGHS 


r THE ~ 
BULLETS 
AREN'T 
HAVING 
ANY REAL 
l EFFECT! 


I HATE 
IT WHEN 
SHE DOES 
THAT. , 


NOT ONLY 
STEALS OUR 
, WORDS... 


DO THE V ...WE'LL 
SAME WITH THE BLOCK THE 
OTHER... a WAY FOR ANY 

j"-^^^*P^^RE!NFORCE - 


KEEP YOUR 
FINGERS 
CROSSED. 
PEOPLE! - 


THAT'S ONE 
JUNCTION 
SEALED. > 


FIRE //V 
THE 
HOLE/ 


AT 

LEAST 
FOR A 
WHILE. 






U 

>r /ill " J 


lBh lift > 

^n|r ; 

t\..euT ouu^B 

[ VOICES AS m 

is. l 


\ WELL! 












SONUVASfrOH/ 


-THE DAMN' 
FLOOR'S 
COLLAPSING// 


EVERYBODY 
GRAB A 
HANDHOLD- 


SORRY, 

RANGER- 


~YOU 
DON'T GET 
OUT OF 
7H/S FIGHT 
SO EASY! 


r GETTING 
TO BE A 
HABtTMUH 
SALAZAR- - 


-SAVING 
MY ASS? 


I HAVEN'T SAVED 
ANYTHING YET, 
DC MEDICI! a 


I'M 

BURNING/ 


ENOUGH 
TO HURT, 
MAYBE. 


NOT ENOUGH 
t TO RILL/ , 


BUT NOT 1 
ENOUGH TO 
t MAIM. i 


r MATER ^ 
CHRISTI-- 
SECONDARY 
EXPLOSIONS 
DOWN 
L BELOW-- ^ 


"GISANDE, 
THEY'VE 
IGNITED A 
FIREBALL/ 








SONUVAgtfcrff 


IN THAT AWFUL 
MOMENT, I 
THOUGHT BIG 
MAMA WAS 
DEAD 


THERE WAS NO 
THING ANY OF 
US COULD DO 
TO SAVE HER. 


I SUPPOSE I SHOULD 
HAVE HAD MORE 
FAITH. 


OR PERHAPS 
IT WAS SIMPLY 
THAT MARIA'S 
ANALYSIS WAS 
RIGHT. 


...AGAINST A 
COMMON FOE 


...FOR A COMMON 
GOAL... 



r If jfa 


fough T 1 




TOGETHER... 


r ■ * J ...or IB 

L , . WE ALL III 

r ‘i o 1 d/ed. RM 

y Jf i d 1 : 


i-i j j - B/ yyr.SH 



fv —7' 





|iir° ^^HSQyL 

* v — , ■11 /Vi 

^ \ W rv\ t 

t\ *L 

BkJ^£2&Cn 

"O. vBk 

































MANUAL \1 
CONTROLS ARE \% 
JAMMED AS \\ 
WELL. WHICH fl 
MEANS WE'LL Jk' 
HAVE TO FIRE 
THE EXPLOSIVE V 
BOLTS TO FREE h~ 
THE OUTER 
l DOOR. 

W^~7 THAT'LL^ 
/ / AUTOMATA 

.. .. CALLY SEAL 
. V THE INNER 
DOOR. 


AND WE HAVE NO 
PRESSURE SUITS.. 


I CAN'T IMAGINE 

HOW BIG MAMA 
FELT , - h. 


THAT'S 
THE GOOD 
. NEWS- j 


WHICH MEANS 
NO PROTEC¬ 
TION FROM 
THE VACUUM 
k OUTSIDE.^ 


HER KIND HATE THE 
ALIENS EVEN MORE 
THAN WE DO (BUT 
HOW THE HELL DO I 
KNOW THAT?) 


THE REST 
STINKS. 


(MORE MYSTERY 
KNOWLEDGE, l 
SUPPOSE, FROM 
MY /MYSTERY 
INNER SELF. J 


THIS IS THE 
ONLY 'LOCK 
WE CAN 
REACH. ^ 


ft MUST BE HELL 
OWING HER LIFE 
TO THE MOTHER 
QUEEN, AND 
TWICE OVER IN 
THE BARGAIN. 


r AS YOU ^ 
CAN SEE, THE 
POWER'S 
OUT. TOTALLY 
. CRASHED 


J WE \ 
' WONT 
BE ABLE 
TO OPEN IT 
l AGAIN. > 


WE'LL LAST 
FOR AS 
LONG AS 
WE CAN 
HOLD OUR 
k BREATHS j 


YOU BLOW 
THE LOCK 
TO GET OUT, 
CARYN, WE 
ENDUP 
■ TRAPPED., 


1 KNOW 
THE SHIP. 


V GET TO BIG 1 
MAMA'S SHIP, 

, AND ESTABLISH 
1 A TRANSIT LINK 
\ WITH THE , 
STATIO N. 

TROPHY? ST /& 


SOMEONE 
HAS TO PLAY 
PATHFINDER. 


1 THINK I 
CAN HELP 
THERE, 
TOMMY, j 


AND OF 
US ALL,I'M 
THE LEAST 
INJURED, , 


^ 1 MAY ^ 
HAVE ANOTHER 
WAY OUT. 


ME, 

SALAZAR 
























THEN, 

WHAT? 


r I'VE BEEN 
SCROUNGING 
THE LOCAL 
EQUIPMENT 
LOCKERS. 


r NOW > 
THERE 'S A 
SIGHT TO 
TAKE YOUR 
BREATH 
i AWAY. 


I'M GLAD 
YOU'RE SO 
SANGUINE. 


► CAME UP WITH > 
A GRAPPLING GUN 
AND TETHER, AND 
A PORTABLE 
THRUSTER PACK. 


SCARES 
THE LIVING 
PISS OUTTA 
, ME. 


THE OTHERS GIVE 
FREELY OP WHAT 
LITTLE THEY 
HAD LEFT. 


NO ONE- 
NOT EVEN 

gisande- 

ASKS THE 
OBVIOUS 
QUESTION 


...NAMELY , 
HOW IS IT 
THAT I KNOW 
WHAT TO 00? 


STILL- 
THE CAVITY 
BREACHES | 

THE PRIMARY I _ 
. HULL. / 

7" IF YOU 
Jt SURVIVE THAT 
V MAELSTROM... 


I SUPPOSE THAT'S 
FOR WORRYING 
ABOUT AFTER. 


f FEEL A TWINGE 
V DEEP BENEATH 
|^ MYBREAST- 
BONE--IS IT MY 
FEAR OR THE 
=1 EMBRYO'S 9 


..AT 

SHOULD 
POP YOU 
OUTSIDE. 


ABSURDLY, l PUT ON 
MY BEST FACE FOR 
BIG MAMA. 



l! \ 
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THERE'S A TERRIBLE L 

RAGE IN HER EYES. fl 


7 


V 

X 



/ 

y' 

JTL 


A 

jy. 











































— TO CELEBRATE MY 
< ACCEPMNCE to 
THF ACADEMY* 


IT'S OUR BATTLE, 
BUT HER SHIP. SHE 
BELIEVES SHE 
SHOULD BE THE ONE 
70 60. SHE CAN'T 
ABIDE BEING TOO 
WEAK AND BAOLY 
HURT TO MAKE 
THE ATTEMP T. 


A LETTER 
l NEVER 
RECEIVED , 
TO A PLACE 
I'VE NEVER 
BEEN/ 


SHOT THE 
ROGUE RIVER 
RAPIDS WHEN 
I WAS YOUNG 
AND FOOLISH. 


IF I HAD MY 
DRUTHERS, I'D 
CHANGE PLACES 
WITH HER IN AN 
INSTANT. 


LOVED 

EVERY 

MOMENT. 


DAMN NEAR 
DROWNED 


WHAT THE 
HELL IS A 
■ DRUTHER•?/? 


THOSE 
MOMENTS 
ARE LIES/ 


HOW CAN 
THAT BE? 
THE ROGUE 
RIVER HASN'T 
EXISTED FOR 
A CENTURY! 


GET OUT 
OF THE 
PAST, LOCK 
INTO THE 
PRESENT/ 


fit'.' 


\ II i 

I OR 

M * 8 W 

N 1AM ‘ 

wl ^ 

mm x* 







































































































































"* i GET WHERE t 
NEED TO <50, BUT 
> ALONG THE WAY... 


...I LOSE PRETTY 
MUCH EVERYTHING 
BUT MY BREATH. 



LUCKY 

ME. 


NOT TERRIBLY SURPRISED 
TO FIND MY LACQUER 
CARAPACE MAKES r~T 
PRETTY FAIR ARMOR. P 1 


THE THRUSTER 
SHUNTS ME 
FREE OF THE 
OUT WASH. 


THE MOTHER 
QUEEN'S 
WAY OF 
LOOKING 
AFTER HER 
OWN. 



BUT 1 MADE A WRONG TURN SOMEWHERE. 


VM TOO FAR FROM 
THE SHIP FOR MY 
TETHER TO REACH. 









































































REALIZATION 
AND ACTION 
COME AS ONE. 


I'D KILL FOR 
ANOTHER BREATH. 


THERE'S FIRE SMOULDER 
ING DEEP IN MY CHEST 
AS EXERTION USES UP 
THE ONE I'VE GOT. 


ISETM YSELF FOR IMPACT 
BEFORE I LAND... _ 


I WAS BEING 
REAL GOOD AT 
WATCHING 
WHERE I WAS 
GOING. 


SOMEBODY 
BLEW THE 
FORWARD 
AIRLOCK. 


I SHOULD 
HAVE BEEN 
WATCHING 
MY BACK, 


NO INGRESS 
THAT WAY. 


...MY BOOT 
DRAWING ON 
PHYSICAL 
MEMORIES 
M Y MIND 
DOESN'T HAVE. 


BUT THERE’S 

ANOTHER 

AFT. 































































I’M SCREAMING INSIDE, 
MORE RAGE THAN PAIN. 


BLESSING,I SUPPOSE. 
I PROBABLY WON'T 
LIVE LONG ENOUGH 
FOR THE WOUND TO 
HURT i -* 




THE BUG PINNED ME GOOD. EVEN 
IF 1 HAD A WEAPON, 1 DON'T HAVE 
THE ANGLE FOR A SHOT. 



DON'T NEED 
A WEAPON. 
DON'T NEED 
ASHOT. 


NOT WHEN 

I'VE GOT 

MYSELF 

ANOTHER 

GUARDIAN 

ANGEL. 




I DON'T 
WANT 
TO DIE. 


BUT PERHAPS 
IT'S BEST THAT 
IDO. 

























































I WONT 
BETRAY MY 
FRIENDS. 


MEN'S , 
GAMBIT/ 














































Dear Barbara, 

ll would seem mere words are not nearly enough 
to even begin to describe the utter beauty of the 
incredibly stunning visuals John Bolton is 
continuously contributing to each and every issue of 
this intriguing miniseries Aliens/Predator: The Deadliest 
of the Species, so having just had the privilege to 
behold eight of those topnoteh covers in the "Cover 
Gallery" of Aliens/Predator: DOS #7 nearly blew me 
out of my easy and comfortable chair with 
amazement and speechlessness, 

1 find it very interesting to see how John actually 
manages to create an almost self-contained story in 
merely a single cover, issue after issue, focusing on 
only one scene of the interior story. Also, it's 
interesting to see how he, with the first eight covers as 
presented in the aforementioned "Cover Gallery," has 
incorporated a kind of parallel: on the first four 
covers, we see a Predator, and on the latter four, we 
find ourselves staring at one of those ugly buggers 
from outer space, an Alien, while the most important 
character on all of those covers is neither a Predator 
nor an Alien, but Caryn Delacroix! 

As I've said before, words are not enough to 
describe the feelings these wonderful covers ignite in 
my restless heart, hut I nevertheless hope this short 
missive has contributed to making sure Bolton's 
covers will not go into the history books without 
having been given the highest praise they can 
possibly ever get, 

Olav Beemer 
The Netherlands, Europe 

John Bolton is a god, and that's all there is to it. For 
those of you who remember the tcamup between 
John and Chris Claremont on the Epic comics series 
The Black Dragon, not only is that series being 
reprinted as a trade paperback {from Dark Horse), 
but Chris and Beth Fleisher team up on a new novel 
set in the same mythos (D/?ACCW MOON, which 
should be in your bookstore now!) which is 
beautifully illustrated by John. If you've been 
enjoying Chris' story in this series, you might want 
to check it out. 


Dear Barbara, 

Well, I'll say one thing about The Deadliest of the 
Species — it's unpredictable. Who would have 
thought last issue that the fearsome threesome would 
be battling an inexhaustible supply of killer robots 
(that must have been a BIG crate they were brought 


on board in), that we'd have to wait another two 
months to learn the fate of Big Mama, and {most 
importantly) that Caryn would lose all her HAIR!!! 
(Shades of Martha Washington?) 

To be perfectly honest, I haven't always liked the 
art in this series and the persistent flash back'd reams, 
ending with Aliens bursting out of people or 
Predators slicing them up, are becoming a little 
irritating — but to give credit where it is undoubtedly 
due, this is certainly one of the most intelligent A/ictfS 
series I've seen for a long time. The exploration of the 
themes of ownership and the ties that bind people to 
each other makes a refreshing change from the "evil 
scientist studies/exploits Aliens; Aliens break free and 
kill everyone" type story lines that have been 
depressingly prevalent up until now. 

Also, while some of the characters are a little two- 
dimensional (I'm losing track of all the various 
'"tough hombres" you keep introducing), Professor 
DeMatier is certainly original — chillingly evil, 
manipulative, and he seems to possess some kind of 
shape-shifting power in the bargain. Was that 
Willem's decapitated corpse in the bed? 

And finally, the mysterious Ash Parnall, 1 read the 
Renegade story in Dart Horse Comics, but this left 
more questions than answers. She seems to be some 
kind of alien creature, or a genetically engineered 
super-warrior with regenerative powers, but I'm 
probably wrong. Finding out where she ties in with 
Caryn Delacroix's confused multiple personas will be 
enough to keep me reading this series until the end, 
though. To be honest, the bit where she stuck her 
head back on reminded me of something out of The 
Thing from Another World. Hold on— is this some kind 
of triple crossover? Yeah, I can see it all now— she 
could be a NrCE Thing, that doesn't kill people too 
often... 

Ben Meredith 
East Sussex, England 

P.S. Oh yes, one last moan.,. I don't know' if this has 
been mentioned before, but this has got to be the 
STUPIDEST named letter column I have ever seen. 
Snikts and Stones? WHAT? Go on, there's still time 
to change it... i low about "Pamall's Pen Pals." 

What? Crap? Oh, BE like that then. 

Alas, poor Willem, he is no more. And Ash is most 
definitely NOT a Thing— you'll be finding out more 
about her soon. And on that note, would you like to 
see Chris Claremont do some further exploration of 
this character? If so, please write in and demand 
more Ash Pamall! 







Dear Dark Horse Comics, 

I love vuur concept of the Aliens i*s. Predator comic 
series, (which I hope will soon become a major 
motion picture), and enclosed is a prelude to perhaps 
one of the greatest battles between two of everyone's 
favorite monsters. 

Julio Velado 
Richmond Hill, NY 

THE ULTIMATE CONFRONTATION 

THE ALIEN AND PREDATOR ARE READY TO 
RUMBLE, 

BOTH OF THEM DEADLY AND NEITHER ARE 
HUMBLE, 

A FIGHT TO THE FINISH TO PROVE WHO'S THE 
BEST, 

IF ONE IS NOT CAREFUL, HE'LL BE IN A MESS, 
WITH BOTH OF THEM WILLING AND READY TO 
STRIKE 

YOU KNOW IT WILL BE ONE HELLUVA FIGHT, 
IT'S ONE OF THOSE BATTLES THAT'S TOO CLOSE 
TO CALL, 

WHOEVER SLOWS DOWN WILL EVENTUALLY 
FALL, 

THE ALIENS BLOODTHIRSTY AND DEADLY, AND 
MORE, 

BUT PREDATORS PACKED AND READY FOR WAR, 
AS THEY LOCK IN BATTLE AND Tl HNGS START 
TO CRUMBLE, 

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, GET READY TO 
RUMBLE. 

The Aliens and Predators don't generally inspire a 
lot of poetry. 1 think this may be the first. 

Dear Barbara, 

I just have one question. How, in issue #6, can Big 
Mama fight without her mask, in the open air of the 
space station? If 1 remember well, Caryn Delacroix 
said that the Predator can only breathe methane. So 
what's the deal? 

O K., one more question, I swear it will be the last 
one, l want to know if Miens/ Predator is tire first work 
of Mr. Barreto? If the answer is no, can you give me 
the titles of his earlier works, please? 

Keep doing what you do, because you do it well. 

Matthieu Bortolin 
Velizy, France 

Big Mama is obviously not comfortable, and 
certainly not happy. Remember, the action you're 
seeing takes place in a very short amount of time, 
and she can last for a while. 

Ed Barreto has done a number of comics over the 
years, doing a lot of work for DC Comics, especially- 
Check out his work on The New Titans, or Superman: 
Speeding Hu I lets. 

I think your Aliens/ Predator: The Deadliest of the 
Specie s series is excellent. I’ve bought and read the 
first seven issues, and l canY wait for #8 to come out. 
I've got seven questions, though, (some have already 
been asked, but never answered,) one for each issue: 

#1: In "Time of the Preacher," how is the Predator 
("Big Mama"] able to tell Caryn apart from Shari, if 
Shari has Caryn's old looks and Caryn looks different 
from the way she used to? 


#2\ In "The Hunt," if the people now live in the sky, 
what's that boy in the nest doing on the ground? 

#3: In "Virtually Real," one minute Caryn still has her 
new look, next she suddenly has back her old 
appearance. 

#4: In "The Great Escape," if the Predator's already 
killed Shari, Mitchell, and a bunch of colonial marines, 
why does Caryn help her escape and not wonder why 
later? 

#5: In "Road Trip:" that starship that Caryn and the 
Predator dock—you said you didn't know what they 
were talking about. What's the deal here? How did 
the ship get to be named after Ripley? 

#6: In "Rude Awakenings" how is Caryn's mind able 
to survive the brain-wipe? 

#7: In "New Beginnings," what is a long-out-dated, 
]%8 T-bird doing on a 21st century starship? 

That's all for now, 

Peter Krug 
Portland, OR 

#1; Presumably, the Predator Big Mama has more 
than human senses to rely upon, and identified 
Caryn through scent, aura, or voice, 

#2: Not everyone lives in the sky, just the rich. 

#3: If a Predator came after you, and you were able 
to change the way you looked, wouldn't you? 1 
would, and I'd be hoping that the Predator would 
just pass me by next time. (Of course, based on the 
answer to question number one, there's not much 
hope that the Predator wouldn't track me down, but I 
could always hope...) 

#4: Caryn sometimes feels compelled to do things 
she doesn't entirely understand. As the story unfolds, 
you'll understand more about her relationship with 
Big Mama. 

#5: Peter, that was a joke. Anyone familiar with the 
Aliens mythos knows where the name Ellen Ripley 
comes from- In this case, someone in the world of this 
story obviously wanted to pay tribute to history's 
greatest Alien hunter, 

#6: Because Caryn is very special. Keep reading. 

#7: Parking. In the 21st century, it's still a problem. 



Next issue: Meet the most unlikely new Predators 
you'd ever expect, if they survive their training! 
Coming in February. 


—Barbara Kesel 




